70             THREE YEARS IN MANIPUR

it needed all our forces to hold on to the tent-
ropes to prevent the whole being blown down
the hill on to the top of the unfortunate prince,
who, by the way, was housed below us in a
wretched grass shed, a copy of ours, only very
much smaller. The thunder and lightning
were dreadful, as the hills around us re-echoed
every peal, and the lightning shone out so
vividly inr^tlie darkness which had set in.
At length thewiqd went down somewhat,
and we adjourned toNjje hut for dinner,
where we sat under one utobrella with our
feet on the bath-tub turned upside down,
and our plates in our laps. The Tain poured
meanwhile through the so called rQof, and
the nodding grass-tops dripped on to our
heads. We got to bed about two in\the
morning, when it cleared up, and the st&rs

came out, as it were, to mock at us for
general soppiness of ourselves and our be- '
longings.    We did not dare inquire for the
well-being of the prince.    Streams of water      \l
we   knew  had   rushed   down   the   hillside